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After Reading ‘The Little Soldier’ 


When I was in the fifth grade. [ took great 
delight in dashing home each day during the 
lunch hour. Much of my delight stemmed-from 
my ‘companions onthe trek. My best -friend. 
Gary. whose neighboring home was like an ex- 
tension of my own, usually set the pace. being 
the sixth grade’s flyer. And Judy, the determined” 
pixie from, Hawthorne Ave.. 
keep up, her stick-like legs churningto match the 
longer strides of her partners. . 


The school bell signaled our digmiicsal 2 


every.day at a quarter till noon. Having been 


poised on the edge of our chairs like cats ready _- 


to pounce, the three of us would bolt from our 
classrooms, ‘snaking through bunches of less 
ambitious schoolmates in an attempt to be the 
first ones out of the Building. 

We quickly descended the steep, 
concrete stairway at the rear of the brick build- 
ing and scurried to the first of two street-corner 
crossings.monitored by the safety patrol. With. 
our toes dangling over the curb’s edge, we were 
like giddy racehorses at the post. By the time 
the safekeepers had extended their arms as a pro- 
tective shield against oncaining traffic, the three 
musketeers were already on the other side of the 
street, streaking toward checkpoint number 
two: Our restlessness became caged fury at this 
point, and lackadaisical monitors were sure to 
incur our wrath. 


From then on our enahisinehs could not be 


restrained. We sped past the shops along 33rd 
Street, never lingering to. buy candy.or. dabble 
in other such childish distractions. Why, we 
wouldn't even consider stopping to fire snow- 
balls at: passing buses, though we considered 
ourselves quite the marksmen. (Well, maybe 
when the snow was just right.) 
_ By the time we reached the enormous high 
school, our adrenalin flow was so great that we 
~ were overcome by warm sensations, pride in our 
swiftness. and, most of all,a. closeness which 


linked us in a bond of mutual respect — and love: 


for each. other. 


Often, as we stood on the dull-white painted | 


lines in the middle of Cuming Street, our hearts, 
our minds were joined in moments of ecstasy or, 
perhaps, of triumph, though we were not sure 


of what we had conquered, We-were oblivious ° 


to the angry glares and shouts of passing motor- 


never failed -to - 


“risky ' 


ists and to the piercing “honk-honks” of their 
machines..In the midst of our perilous auto- 
dodging, we found ourselves exchanging deep. 
‘knowing glances. Sunny smiles punctuated our 
pink-cheeked faces with giant’ half-moon slits 
from ear to ear. 
_ After traversing the expansive six- -lane, the 
home stretch was just amatter of hopping over 
and through a few hedges and 7ig-zagging 
through the crowded alleyway to our: waiting 
rewards — lunches! _ 

Completing the jouney left us feeling ac- 
complished, almost heroic. My mother always | 
reinforced my joy by exclaiming, “Boy, you must 


Special thanks to Richard 
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be hungry to get home so fast!” My. face beain-. - : 


ing red and pulsating, | would reflect, between 
-scoops of my fork, on the pride we three had i in 
our. mutual burst of energy. The thrill came 
cheap, but the feeling was gold-plated. 
Suddenly, though, after’-nearly a whole 
school year, everything fell to pieces. My heart 


plummeted, from the peak of joy to the valley. _. 


of despair in one fell swoop. Gary and Judy 
started to become a little bit-more than “track- 
mates.” He started to treat her like (Geez, how 
creepy!) a girl! | could not begin to imagine why 
they would let their devotion to our daily jaunts 
dwindle: He was even giving her the loops he 


_ had scissored from the backs of his shirts. (He 


was hooked!) 

The first day they broke the routine, leay- 
ing me bounding like a lone antelope, I had to 
stimmon all-my strength to bear the burden of 
‘a leaden heart. The moisture on my cheeks as | 
sailed through the streets. was not from a fierce, 


_biting wind ‘but from a fierce, biting rejection. If 


there had been a bridge from which to leap anda 
river ta plunge into, | might have immersed all 


_ my bitterness, all my hurt. 


As | burst across the back-door finish 
line, my head throat, heart, . . . all of me 
throbbed with anger and devastation. If there 


-was some. way possible, | wanted those two 


conspirators to feel the pain in my heart, tear- 
ing me apart from within..I wanted to close my 
‘eyes-and then open them to find myself in a far- 
away place, away from hurtful Garys and Judys. 

_., Lwolfed down an extra plate of spaghetti-os 
‘and vowed never to act creepy. 


fie e fork a — Mike Kohler. 


Being 
Unreasonable 


for Jared 
God knows we try 
Recall reason just once 
A day, but my once has 
Vanished. Twenty years have 


California: 


A Summer Lost 


A Paradise 


Of Memory 
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Yawned, have inhaled, have 
- Sucked me back intoa 
~ Uterus in labor; walls 
Close, crush my mind. 


' Knowing birth is 


Imminent I try to.calm my 
Nerves with a cigarette, but 


Gasp for cleaner air 


Pollution. 

1 recall reason, but 
God knows reason 
Sleeps deeply in us. ° 


THE BEGINNING 

35,000 feet over Nebraska . 
The sandhills are beautiful 
Today the Russians will 
‘Rendevous with the Americans 


In space 

While | stop over Speak generously 
In Denver Of the St. Paul 
Anticipating — 

Sacramento I keep time 

In high gear 


There seems to be 
No horizons up here 
The clouds fill 
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—Judy Bieker : 


The edge of the sky 
_Like a curtain 
While the world 
Waits below 


The men in front of me | 


Community orchestra 


march 19 | 


today 

the ice melted: 

from my forth-eyed walk 
and flagstones breathed 
fresh air 

for the first time 


- since boreas dueled auster 


for the long november day 


the morning sun 

slept in 

and warm rain started 

big drops slapped 

the dusty pane 

with dali-strokes 

and fed ‘the dormant seeds 
beneath the waiting earth 


soon the lilac roots 
will drink the rain 


_and toast 


the new-born spring 


winter is overt - 


Peg Newkirk 


By the blank clocks 
On the ground they 
Call circular irrigation 
They dan’t understand 
This change ° 


The Jong. modern, blue and. ‘ NB er bus was 
filling slowly as it made its ween My n up Dodge. 
Groups of three or four — mostlyit} 
or too young to drive — waited at th 
At. 16th street, a small woman withiytae 
black hair flipped carelessly across By : 
head, boarded the bus. Ay 


She handed the bus driver A 
began talking: a; 


“I have to.get off at 47th so plea se don’t forget 
to stop there.” she’ said as she: slog -wiy made her 
“way to the long bench seat behind! ( J rtre driver. 


“Huh, this seat looks okay.” i 


Slowly, almost -ceremoniously, 
her small frame onto the seat as she 
"self on a. chrome post beside her. 4 


yishe. lowered 
isteadied her- 


“Boy it sure takes me a° lon Ae time to sit 
down anymore.” : \e 
A woman sitting snaunte in’ 
uniform, smiled understandingly. 


pas green maid's 


The small woman was scann 


Of space and time As we go down In the re 
I'm prepared Igetas 
There is so much To die in the clouds Krowin, 
Business on this plane An old man panics Will sit 
1 feel I should And asks for the captait: For this 
Comment on the market } miss tt 
Or give my opinion Gadee the gods They we 
Of world trade We have broken throug’ Aleksan 
As the horizon . Alive As we k 
Comes in out of the clouds 
The city is overcast The wo! 
Into Denver As the pilot straightens i § Are bea 
18 to 20 minutes And hunts for the ronw, Rie But thei 
The clouds are unreal ( Hard ar 
The gods lay for the plane Forty-five minute layov And the 
ee ee TE 
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~The Transfer 


“a friendly face. She found one, just behind her, a 


particularly powdered one ofan older women, hold- 
ing a shopping bag in her lap. 
“You know. a woman I worked with some 


‘time ago recognized me today.” 


A half-muttered “oh” and a forced smile came 


from behind the powder. . 


“Oh. 1 forget things so much anymore; but 
I'm getting older. Some people call it senile, you 
forget things once in a while so you're senile. | 
have trouble remembering where I put things . 
sometimes 1 just don’t know where I'm going, but 
who does these days.” 


She laughs to herself as she finishes and the 


“| worked with her’a long time ago: but she: maid and’a strange-looking man with a crooked 


remembered me. We: worked on the‘same‘job to- ° 
gether quite a while ago and. she recognized ‘me. : 
She even knew what hairstyle | wore:. .. that’s pret- 
ty good t to remember back that far. She’s an older 
woman .. . 1 mean I'm getting pretty old how too 
but she remembered me from that long ago.” 


The powdered lady, never paying attention in. 
the ‘first place, was now staring out the window. 


"The small lady continued, talking out across the 


aisle at the moving shapes of passing buildings. 
' “She said ‘she wa going to Bergan-Mercy so’ 


". she’s probably still waiting back at the corner . 


hmmmm, now where did I put my transfer?” 
ae think you still-have it.” the driver said. 


head. smile her way, as-if to. agree, 


The bus pulls toa stop and a young girl witha 
schoolgirl-smile gets on. 


“I couldn't pull up because of those cars up, 
there.” the bus driver. says. ney i AG ~ 


The girl's smile says ‘it’s okay and quickly she 
disappears to the back of the bus. The small lady 


turns her attention to the.bus driver. 


“Is this where-I get off?” 
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“Is that where it is. Lhave to go and straighten 
out my money. They say 1 took some money, but 
I didn’t steal the money. the kids stole the money. 
So I have to go there and straighten things out for 
them.” 


“Oh. You better watch it crossin’ the street 
there,’ ‘those cars don’t stop for nobody there.” 


“Oh I will. Maybe if | ‘stick out my thumb ° 
they'll stop.” 


“No. I don’ t think so.” The bus eiuee chuckles, 


“Well here's my. stop. Thank you for your 
help. I'm getting ‘to be'an’ old lady now ‘and [ need , 
it sometimes.” = 


The bus driver gave a “quick. ainile of¢ ‘you're 


_welcome™ as he watched the small lady slowly 


descend the stairs to the sidewalk below, her words 


mercial Federal building there.” 


“Where did you say you were going?” | 
“Forty-seventh street. !m’ going to the Com- 


“Oh, across from the Burger King.” 


“Your mother is dying,” my father told me. 
I gripped the kitchen table and stared at 
him. ; 
“She doesn’tknow,” Dad went on. 


she'll want to know what's the matter. 

“Is it cancer?” 1. asked. Somehow, I 
thought, if it wasn’t cancer, the doctors would 
be wrong and she wouldn't die. 

“No, she has ALS,” Dad whispered. 


- ments of his words reached me. | looked up at 
him then, suddenly seeing the pain he had been 
silently suffering for the last six months. 

My mother, his’ wife. 


by yourself.” } said. Reaching out to touch him 
I though, we'll keep each other grounded. 
We left the. house soon after that, calling 


. while. 
We went to a friend’s house. The moment 
she put-her arms around ‘me, the tears exploded. 


_ I aged fast that night. 

- Thousands of thoughts clamored for my 
attention. Only one came through. 

My mother is dying. —- 

‘My father came over to me.“We'd better 
go home, Abbi: You mother will.be worried,” he 
said gently. 


feelings back under cover. My mother will, be 
worried ... my mother is dying. 
1 wanted the ride-to end and | wanted it to 


I] can’t cry. 1 thought, Mom is upstairs and - 


He told me about the disease, but only frag- 


“My God, Dad, you've been caceuinwall tits 
“up to my mother that we'd be_back in a little. 


1] don't know how long I cried — minutes, hours - 


| kept taking deep breaths. Time to stuff my ; 


"slowly being drowned out by the afternoon traffic. 


With, a pneumatic’ hiss, the folded-door was 


‘snapped shut, and the long, blue ‘and silver bus: 
continued its western.run up Dodge. 


—Paul Hammel 


Untitled 


pe 


last forever. Driving up to the house | remem- 
bered, “she doesn't know, I can’t let her see. 

* She was still upstairs when we came in, tak- 
ing her nightly bath..My father had rigged up a 
whirlpool attachment in the bathtub, and she 
was convincéd it was making her atrophied 
muscles feel better, 

Believe that, Mom, | thought, believe that 
and live. 

1 went upstairs to keep her company, Brate- 
ful I'd been doing that regularly. There isn’t any- 
thing more for me to do, I thought, I couldn't 
love her anymore than I already do. 

We sat in the bathroom: sharing: each 
other's day, laughing. | pleaded to. God, whom 
I never quite trusted after that, to jtist let things 
stay the way_they were. I. wanted to believe ! 
could bargain for her life. | 

I looked at her. She had always had a soft 
look about her but that night she looked espe- 
cially vulnerable. Doe-like brown. eyes smiled. 
back at me and somehow I kept myself from 
screaming out, “No, Mom, you can’t die.” 

’ Her bath was over quickly. But everi an 
hour seems fast when you're thinking forever. 

Act normal, | reminded myself, she doesn’t 
know. | helped her get into bed and sat talking 
to her for a few extra minutes. | don’t remem- 
ber what we talked about; I just remember being 


‘angry at time. | kissed her goodnight and if 


she noticed that my hug lasted longer nan usual, 
she didn't mention it. 
“Sleep well, Mom,” I said just before ! 
switched off her light. “I love you.” 
-  - Abby Lazarus 


In the rain 

I get a seat on the wing 
Knowing this time someone 
Will sit next to me 

For this | can wait 

I miss the businessmen = *- 
They were talking about 
Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn 

As we landed in Denver 


The women that serve 
Are beautiful 

But their faces are 
Hard and cheerless 
And their eyes 
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Shoot over the heads 
And see nothing 
Talking about> .. 


.The oxygen mask in their 


‘hands 
That bores them many times 
each day 


The rain stops 

The flight begins . 

127 stomachs tighten 
The Rocky Mountains 
Give in to the sun 
The rain runs 

Across the window 


100 miles an hour 
And we are again 
In the air 


The gentleman next to me 
Wants to kill 

All the communist leaders 
In south America 

While building a toll bridge 


There are footprints 
On the wing 


Angels 


That wear tennis shoes 
| would tike to knaw 


tf angels are beams of light 
And have you ever 

Seen one on any 

Of your flights 

If you should spot one 
Please let me know ., .. 


There are three 
Skeptics 

Two engineers 
(that | know of) 
No revolutionaries 
Five babies 
(half-fare) 

With worked-over 


; ‘ ne ct 
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Stuffed animals 
And no angels 


A mother frowns 

At me 

When I look at. 
Her two beautifuls : 
Daughters 


~ They would look good 


Lying naked 
In the clouds © 


I wonder where 
Miss Evans is 


Doug Marr 
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has belted 17-hits'in 19 trips to. 

“the plate.—: dncluding a 5-for-7° 
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